86 THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
I saw with delight The Knight of the Burn-
ing Pestle when Mr. Carr revived it, and
found it none the worse because the ap-
prentice acted a whole play upon the spur
of the moment and without committing
a line to heart. When The Silent Woman
rammed a century of laughter into the
two hours' traffic, I found with amazement
that almost every journalist had put logic
on the seat, where our lady imagination
should pronounce that unjust and favour-
ing sentence her woman's heart is ever
plotting, and had felt bound to cherish
none but reasonable sympathies and to
resent the baiting of that grotesque old
man. I have been looking over a book of
engravings made in the eighteenth cen-
tury from those wall-pictures of Hercu-
laneum and Pompeii that were, it seems,
the work of journeymen copying from
finer paintings, for the composition is
always too good for the execution. I find
in great numbers an indifference to obvious
logic, to all that the eye sees at common
moments. Perseus shows Andromeda the
death she lived by in a pool, and though
the lovers are carefully drawn the reflec-
tion is upside down that we may see it the